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one who comes near us or our horses. I take it you're loyal, and your
friend too ? "
I said we were ;  that Colonel Simcoe would vouch for us.
" That's all right," Phillips said. " I'll take your word for it. I
want to know what your friend meant when he said he'd put those
horses in slings. If he's in a dragoon regiment that doesn't exist, maybe
his knowledge of horses is like that too."
" I use horses when I have to," Buell said. " Other times I stay
away from 'em. I don't think they've got any brains. I never saw
one yet that acted as if he knew what he was doing. I'd rather have
a good mule any day. A good mule's got ten times the brains that a
horse has. Why, I've seen horses------"
" A horse is a noble animal," Phillips said. ee How do you know
how to sling 3em if you don't know any more than that about 'em ? **
" Because I think about sem," Buell said. " When you don't like
a thing, you're bound to think about it. Being an inventor is part of
my trade, and I don't have to think about these horses more than
three minutes to invent a better way of tying 'em than you've got
here."
" Where you from ? " Phillips asked.
" I lived in Newport, Rhode Island, before the riff-raff got up
from the gutters and started being rebels."
Phillips raised his voice* " Sergeant Blake ! Bring four Rhode
Islanders." He kicked wet straw from beneath his feet so to have a
dry place on which to stand.
" I hope you know what you're talking about," he said to Buell.
" I hate to admit it, but horses are the only things in this war that
give us trouble. We've won every skirmish we've been in. We've seen
almost every rebel regiment between here and Philadelphia run from
us. But as soon as we get our horses aboard transports, we're licked!
Whenever we put to sea, they get tangled up in knots, break their
legs, kick each other to pieces, and die faster than we can throw 5em
overboard."
Four Rangers, led by Sergeant Blake, came to attention close behind
Phillips. The sergeant saluted smartly and Phillips turned and eyed
them as if hopeful of finding something wrong with their dress or
appearance. If that was what he expected to find, he was disappointed,
for I never saw neater-looking soldiers. They must, I thought, have
been drilled by English officers.
66 Now listen," Phillips said, " you probably know what happened
to General Clinton and Colonel Tarleton when they went down to*
attack Charleston last spring. They ran into a storm and couldn't
handle their horses. You heard about that, didn't you ? "
The men silently shifted their feet in the wet straw.